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hung about the room, making the blue pagodas
on the wallpaper, the high tallboy, seem of infinite
mystery, and the blue tester hangings and overlay
of the bed sway in some dimly felt stirring of the
breeze. Not that she was frightened. Judith did
not know now, did not, for many years, know what
it was to be afraid. The day would come, and in
a room not unlike this present one, when, hearing
her beloved Francis enter the hall below, she would
know, but that was not yet.

She approached the bed; it was one that had
always most especially attracted her with its reeded
and fluted columns, delicately carved with acanthus
leaves. There were very few things, even at this
early age, that she did not notice. The candles
were standing at the bed-head, and Mrs, Monna-
sett, very yellow against the white of the pillow,
her black hair spread, her large strong hands
neatly folded, lay there, her lips curved in a sar-
donic smile. So, Judith reflected, often in real
life she had smiled as though she knew more, far,
far more than anyone around hen And so, indeed,
Judith was very sure that she did. If she had not
been an actual witch she had been as near to it
as not to matter. Judith had known that all the
domestics and hands about the farm had thought
her one. Yes, she had known everything, and
now what did she know? Did Death tell you
anything more? She looked as though, behind
those closed eyelids, she were seeing a thousand
things* A fire burned in the room. It was hot,
and there was a faint cloying smell of corruption.
Judith came very close, stood on her toes because